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careful note of it. He had left Harrington and Granville in
occupation of the foremost places. How was he to turn them
out in the moment of success without making fools of them ?
And in any case, did he really want all this? Had he not
desired retirement in order to prepare for death? But
already his restless and subtle mind was catching glimpses
of devious yet certain paths.

To put forward his case, he had chosen a Scottish consti-
tuency, that of Midlothian; and in 1879, although no elec-
tion had been proclaimed, he went there to make a tour.
It was a triumphal procession. In stations where his train
stopped, people came in their thousands from distant
villages to have a glimpse of the Grand Old Man. On snow-
covered hillsides, hosts of listeners were to be seen moving.
In the towns, fifty thousand applications were received for
halls that could hold only six thousand. Gladstone delivered
three, four, five speeches every day. .It seemed as if the
continuous ribbon of his long, obscure, musical sentences
unrolled ceaselessly from morning till night. The people
listened entranced. He told them that the question now
was not of approving this or that political measure, but
of choosing between two moralities. For five years they
had heard nothing but talk of the interests of the British
Empire, of scientific frontiers, of new Gibraltars: and what
was the result? Russia aggrandized and hostile, Europe
troubled, India at war, in Africa a broad stain of blood.
And why? Because there are other things in the world than
political necessities: there are moral necessities. "Remem-
ber that the sanctity of life in the hill villages of Afghanistan,
among the winter snows, is as inviolable in the eye of
Almighty God as can be your own."

The handsome features, the strong piercing eyes, the
voice whose continued vigour seemed a miracle, the lofty
and religious morality, combined to fill the Scottish